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of Fenian Pat, who queried on landing at Castle 
Garden "Pf what's the Governmint? Fer Oim agin 
it!" So far the movement has been not evolution 
but revolution; it is frankly a literature of insur- 
gency. Revolt carried too far means only destruc- 
tion, not construction. It is as well to save some 
useful Victorian traditions out of the general up- 
heaval. In poetry as in governments the new is 



built on the old: raze the Bastile, by all means, 
but don't set up the Guillotine. When it comes 
to abolishing Form and to syncopating Rhythm, to 
claiming the name of poems for what Mr. Saints- 
bury calls "the pestilent heresy of prose-poetry" 
it is quite time to call a halt: for this is a debasing 
of the poetic coinage against which every sincere 
poet-craftsman must protest. 

Alice Williams Brotherton 



To be continued. 



THE NIGHT OF BRAHMA 



Faintly, slowly throbs the pulse of life 
Through planets cold, through fading sun and star- 
The drowsy universe has sunk to sleep, 
Great Brahma rests, his day of ages done. 

Put out are all the mystic lights of heaven 
And all the lesser lights of earth put out. 
The tender lights that shone in children's eyes 
And lit the uplifted faces of the flowers. 
For aeons stilled a thousand voices dear 
That singing brooks and leafy birdland knew; 
For aeons stilled the heart-sung melodies 
That tuned the mighty music of the spheres. 



Nor once arises on the lifeless air 

A single earth-born exhalation sweet: 

Lost, lost the blossom-scented breath of June 

That all the wonder-deeps within us stirred. 

Abysmal darkness blots the universe 

From oflf the uncharted bourne of space and time 



And all the green-clad worlds of yester year 
Are shrunk to pulseless clods of frozen clay. 

Where now are all the tinsel glories hid. 
Whose suasive glitter lured the sons of men — 
The puppet-shows by rank and fame enjoyed 
In days when planets wore their summer;sheen ? 
Will any list in that wide nescience drear 
To aught achieved by hero, seer or saint 
When pride's last fluttering pulse has ceased to beat 
And vanity of vanities is done? 



Unmeasured ages long the Cosmic night, 
A million times a million years, perchance, 
Ere Brahma's waking brings another dawn: 
Then one by one the dreaming stars awake 
And flickerings pale light up the enibered suns 
While banished seasons, roused from slumber deep. 
Return to rule their fair dominions lost. 



Once more upon the illumined stage of time 
The drama vast unfolds its scenes anew 
With monster forms and countless writhing shapes 
That pit their might against relentless law. 

The loves and hates of buried centuries 
Reviving send their currents bright and dark 
Through throbbing veins of generations new. 
And sin and sorrow cast once more their blight 
Across the sun-lit spaces of the world. 

So moves the mighty pendulum of Change 

in rhythmic swing from life to death, from death 

To life again ; each stroke an age untold 

That ticks away a waning universe 

Or slowly brings it back to human ken. 



Ellen Burns Sherman 



